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As The Clock Strikes 12 


Ssssssssssshit! 


Walls and buildings flew by in a blur of motion Street lights flickered above him like an ill lit disco, making him 
feel even more ill than he already was. Hair whipped around his face as he glanced over his shoulder and the 


sickness rolled through him. 


The demon, a mess of fire-red hair and clawed hands, was closing in on him. A pitched scream of "Joo-ne-ah!" 


cut deep into his soul. 


Gasping for breath, he put his head down and kept on running. Just like the banshee behind him, his muscles 
screamed, raw and red hot. It didn't matter where he ran to, his time was nearly up. He could run around the 


world and the scorned creature behind him would keep on coming like an unstoppable engine. 


Turning a corner, the bright lights of the street gave way to a darkened alley. A bad choice by any stretch of 
the imagination but there, at the end, was the proverbial light at the end of the tunnel. A bright street light 


throwing an orange pool onto the blackened tarmac. 


Creeping along the alley, David pressed himself to the wall. It was slick with grime, and stank of piss, but he 
didn't care. It was a brief interlude before the beast bore down on him. Pressing a hand over his mouth, he 


wheezed through his fingers. Eyes narrowing and heart beating, he watched the entrance. 


He'd fucked up. So what? They all fucked up, most of all Dave. But when they, the mere minions that lay at his 
feet, fucked up then there was Hell to pay. A long and painful hell. 


Pushing away the hair that was plastered to his face, David listened 
Silence. 
Blissful silence. 


Dropping the hand from his mouth, he drank in a deep sigh of relief. It didn't matter that they were in the 
heart of the city; the air tasted as sweet and clear as if they were on the highest mountain. His heart 
pounded and his legs ached, threatening to give way at any moment. Shit, that was the furthest he'd run in a 
long time. Most of the time, Dave gave up after the first block, the siren-song of his oily black lover calling 


him home. 


But tonight had been different. Tonight he was fired up on a cocktail of drugs and booze and the rich taste of 
pure, unadulterated anger. And all because Junior had fucked up. Not fucked up a little bit. But fucked up big 


time. Fucked up in a way that would be remembered for years to come. 
Again he glanced to the puddle of light. 

Nothing. 

He smiled; Dave had gone. 


Resting his head against the cool stone, David drank in the air. It had the taste of freedom to it. He doubted 
he'd be allowed to forget what had happened backstage but, for now, he had gotten away without blood and 


bruises as a reminder. 


Silence swallowed the streets around him. He had no idea how far he'd run. Wherever it was, it seemed like it 
was miles out of town. There was no roar of cars, no low hum of people moving around. Just them, in a 
strange part of town. If there were train tracks anywhere near by, he could guarantee he was now on the 


wrong side of them. 

A gentle breeze picked up and he shivered, suddenly realising how quickly he was cooling down. The thin t-shirt 
and tight jeans offered little protection against the spirit of the night. Wrapping his arms around himself, David 
peered towards the end of the alley. 


Still nothing. 


He'd give it another few moments before turning around and heading back. Give Dave enough time to put some 
distance between them and calm down. The breeze fluttered by him and, with it, brought the all too familiar 


smell of cigarette smoke. 


Gritting his teeth, he froze and looked around. There was no one around. No one walking past the alley. No one 
walking along it. Straining his head back, he looked for windows in the building behind him. All that met him were 
blank, empty walls. Somewhere footsteps began to echo along the empty streets and, forcing his fingers into 
his mouth, he swallowed a scream. Eyes wide, he watched and waited, knuckles quickly becoming raw under the 


onslaught of his teeth. Blood touched his tongue but the pain kept him from screaming. For now, anyway. 


From the darkness it slid, a tall, skinny shadow with a pinprick of glowing orange for a mouth. It stood in the 
pool of the street light, staring at him. Dragging the hand from his mouth, David slumped against the wall and 
hid his face behind his arms. 


| cant see you, you can’t see me. | can't see you, you can't see me. | can't see you, you cant see me. 


Sure, they all took swings at one another, all gave each other split lips and bloody noses. It was the natural 
way of establishing the hierarchy. But coming from Dave it was all the more painful. Dave was his protector 
and lover, the one who watched out for him and chased away the monsters. And lovers weren't supposed to 


hit their partners. Yet it seemed to be the painful reality of loving Dave Mustaine and if he got caught in the 


crossfire then so be it. 

The footsteps started up again, deliberately slow, and David cowered against the wall. Whimpering quietly, he 
took one, testing step from the wall. Behind him, the footsteps stopped and he cautiously peered over his 
shoulder. The shadow was there and it flicked the cigarette to the ground Both of them paused, each watching 
the other. Tension crackled through the air and David felt like a runner on the starting blocks. 

Any. 

Second. 

Now. 

The shadow moved and David swung back towards the exit. He began to run, breath coming in short pants as 
he closed in on the light. Behind him he could hear the shadow closing in on him, its voice screeching his 
damned pet name. One day. One day he'd turn round and beat that out of Dave. 

Suddenly he found himself falling, a scream tearing from his lungs as the ground closed in on him. Flailing his 
arms, David prepared to brace himself but the impact never came. Instead, a hand caught his hair, letting him 


painfully hang for a second before he was heaved to his feet and thrust against the wall. 


Flicking his eyes to the exit, he whined. Four more strides and he'd have been home free. Why hadn't he moved 


earlier? Why had he waited until the last moment? It wasn't that he liked the chase. Or did he? 


With his hand still wrapped in his hair, Dave snarled in his face. He tried to flinch away only to have his head 


smacked back round, his attention forever drawn to his lover's darkened, twisted face. 
"Fuckin idiot," Dave hissed. "Fuckin', dumbass idiot." 


The words stabbed through David's heart like ice cold needles. Already he could feel the tears beginning to 
prick his eyes. But that was what Dave wanted. Dave wanted him to cry and beg and plead. It was what helped 
feed his ego. 


"So ya like redheads, huh? Felt like tellin’ the world, did ya?" 


Nostrils flaring, he nodded. Well, he couldn't really deny it, not after telling the interviewer that he loved 
hopping into the sack with a fiery redhead. Of course, he'd not mentioned any names but looking at Dave a 
heartbeat after he'd said it would probably give the game away. 


The hand roughly shook him and he choked back a sob. Damn, he sounded like a fucking girl. It was no wonder 
Dave treated him like one. 


"You wanna know what it's like to fuck a redhead?" Dave chuckled and loosened his hold. His fingers trailed over 
David's cheek Murmuring softly, he closed his eyes, waiting. "I'll show you what it's really like to fuck a 
redhead, ‘cause baby, you ain't seen nothin’ yet." 


One hand clamped over his mouth while the other roughly grabbed his balls. Eyes bugging, he tried to howl. 
Then it came, the breathless panic that he was suffocating. Struggling, he grabbed at Dave, tried to force the 
hand away. But the more he struggled, the tighter it got. Above the panic he could hear Dave snickering. 


"Calm the fuck down. l'm not gonna let you die.” 

The hand roughly began to massage him and he let out a whine, feeling himself harden beneath the cruel 
fingers. This wasn't what he wanted, not in some alleyway in a rough part of town. Cool fingers eased over the 
waistband and around his cock. Nipping at the hand across his mouth, David did his best to stay upright: 
Warm lips and booze soaked breath touched his ear. "You know you want it, bitch. Tell me you want it.” 
Squeezing his eyes shut, he shook his head, mumbling and trying to make himself heard. But it was no use; 
Dave would just carry on. He was just a convenient hole for Dave to stick his dick and no amount of protesting 


would get rid of him. 


The fingers formed a fist around him and roughly began to pump, hampered by the tight fabric. Growling in 
his ear, Dave pulled away, the hand across his mouth holding him against the wall. 


"Take off your pants.” 


For a moment, he stared at Dave, taking in the figure before him. It didn't matter what happened, didn't 


matter what the situation was, that voice was enough to make him horny. He gave a small shake of his head. 
Dave's free hand clamped around his throat, cutting off his air. "I said, take your fuckin’ pants off” 


Again he shook his head. The abuse did nothing to dampen the lust which coursed through him. It was a lust 


which only Dave could cause to rise, a lust which made every nerve ending tingle. 


Dave's hand tightened and he gasped, flashes of white bursting behind his eyes. He could feel a veil of darkness 
beginning to fall, his body becoming weak. He moved to grab Dave but his hand was slapped away. 


"Pants. Off. Now. Or do you want me beat ‘em off ya?" 


David managed to swallow and, with shaking hands, he eased his pants down, his cock embarrassingly springing 


free. Through the darkness he heard Dave chuckle before batting his cock. 
"Nothing about you surprises me any more. Everythin' seems to make you fuckin horny." 


A slash of anguish shot through him. Was Dave losing interest in him? He felt his face fall and whatever Dave 
saw through the shadows made him laugh. 


"What? You think l'm gonna leave ya?" He snickered and roughly grabbed his cock, making him flinch and whine. 


"Nah, I'm not losin’ interest. You're too much fun. Spread ya legs." 


Stepping on the discarded jeans, he only had time to get one leg free before Dave roughly picked him up. 
Instinctively, he wrapped his legs around Dave's waist, jaw tightening as he heard a zipper being undone. A 
second later and Dave was grunting as he forced himself in. Behind the hand, David whined and winced, the pain 
a blizzard of red behind his eyes. He clamped his teeth around the fingers and, for once, Dave didn't react. He 


just carried on forcing himself in until he was buried deep inside his lover. 


For a moment, they hung against the wall, Dave learing heavily against him. David hadn't wanted this to happen, 
not here in a stinking alley. If they were going to fuck the least Dave could have done was drag him back to 
the hotel by his hair. But it would do, if only to appease the ache in his groin. He was damned to forever being 
turned on by mere touches and words from the flame-haired man. Even in the heat of battle, Dave only had 
to mutter and it was enough to send him to his knees, begging for cock. He loathed and despised himself for it 
but Dave never took no for an answer. And David could never completely say it. It was always there on the tip 


of his tongue but it never found its way out, instead melting into sighs and forced screams of pleasure. 


He gave himself over completely when the hand fell away and lips moulded against his own. It was no use 
fighting. Draping his arms around Dave's neck, he hungrily returned the kisses, forcing himself into the hands 
which cupped his ass. All was forgotten as their silky tongues slid together, their lips quickly bruising. He ached 


for these moments, ached for every touch, no matter how rough it was. 


Groaning into Dave's mouth, he rocked his hips, ignoring the wall which scrapped his skin. All he wanted was to 
feel his lover move and Dave didn't disappoint, roughly rutting into him. David felt a warmth which he knew 
was only one thing; his blood. Yet it didn't stop him mewling and squirming, hands clawing at Dave's hair, lips 
furiously attacking his. It felt amazing to be pushed up against the cool bricks, his legs locked around his 


lover's waist, just waiting for the moment someone walked around the corner. 


Struggling a hand free, he forced it between them and wrapped it around his cock. Rolling his head against the 
wall, he roughly began to jerk himself in time to Dave's harsh movements. Now that everything felt alive, he 
wanted it. Wanted it bad. Panting, he opened his eyes, watching the Dave's hunched figure watch him. He was 


sure, in the shadows, he saw Dave sneer. 
"Yeah, bitch, you touch yourself. Touch yourself for me." 


David felt a wry grin form. If that's what Dave wanted, then that's what he'd give him. He'd make him pay for 
moments like this. Stretching an arm around his neck, he pulled Dave's head to his shoulder. The redhead 
seemed only too happy to comply, lips nuzzling his throat. He could feel his eyelashes flickering against his 


flesh, eyes turned downward. 


The hunger grew, a lust-filled redness which eclipsed his whole body. Slowly, the situation slid from his mind. 
As far as he was concerned, they were in the finest hotel. Grunting, he held Dave close, giving him the best 
show he could. David danced his fingers along his cock, stroking the throbbing veins. Sliding his hand lower, he 
cupped his balls and squeezed them. An expectant shiver shot down his spine and he dared to look at Dave. 


The thrusts became harder, more punishing and painful. Burying his nails into Dave's scalp, he groaned. Yeah, it 
would hurt in the morning but that was nothing new. Besides, the pain was too good to resist, a drug he 
couldn't get enough of. Dave shuddered, his teeth sinking into his neck and David felt the familiar liquid warmth 
enter him. A second later and his own orgasm washed over him with blissful release. Dave spluttered and he 
suppressed a chuckle when the redhead looked at him. Strings of pearly semen dangled from his nose and 
eyelashes. Taking in Dave's wide eyes and shocked look, David couldn't stop the smile which formed Clasping his 
lover's head, he teasingly licked them away. 


"You know, Dave." He trailed his tongue over Dave's mouth, leaving his taste on his lover's lips. "You don't have 


to chase me for that." 


In the dim light, a smile flickered across his face, tongue tasting the man he held. "Yeah, but where's the fun? 
Besides, you fucked up. You know you did and l'm not lettin’ ya get away with it" 


Gently he settled David back on his feet. Tugging on his jeans, he draped his arms around Dave's waist and 
softly kissed his jaw. 


"I'm sorry. | shouldn't have said what | did. If anyone asks, I'll just deny it all." 


A hand ruffled his hair before sliding to his chin and tilting his eyes to the shadowy face. "I know." Dave's voice 
trailed off and he took a deep breath. "Junior. Look. | just." He sighed again and looked away. "Junior, | just want 
to say that. That I'm really, you know." His voice sounded like it was cracking and David tightened his arms 
around him. Dave fell painfully quiet before continuing. "I just want you to know that | hate myself when | beat 
you. Really hate myself. No one should do that to their lover. Just ‘cause we're both men it doesn't give me a 
right to beat the shit out of ya. I'm. I'm goin’ to try and not do it any more. You'll help me won't you?" 


Nodding, David felt tears mist his eyes. Holding Dave tightly, he kissed him as if the world was going to end. 
Kissed him to show him how much he loved him. Pulling away, he stroked Dave's face, the love warming his 
cold skin. 


"IIl help you all | can. Dave, I'll walk to the ends of the earth for you. You know | love you." 


Dave gave him a shaky smile and gently kissed him. Flooded with happiness, David clung to him. He knew it 
would take a lot to change Dave but he was willing to walk beside him. 


Taking his hand, he gave it a gentle tug. "Come on, let's get back and get a drink." 
Leaving the stinking alley, he was sure he heard Dave whisper three little words which made his heart sing. 
Í love you 


~~~ The End ~~~ 


